was not disturbed by police taking bodies into the mortuary next door."
I listened half-incredulously. Next afternoon I happened to be in a cafe opposite the Grande Bretagne Hotel. It was the day when Athens was one huge, demented, flag-waving procession in honour of the return of the Prime Minister—one procession, one cause for joy, but many parties, many leaders. Prime Minister Papandreou had been addressing a vast concourse of people in Constitution Square. Then, with Lieutenant-General Scobie and Vice-Admiral Mansfield, he motored across to the Unknown Warrior's shrine opposite. Lovely Greek girls dressed in national costumes had formed a great V as two wreaths were placed on the memorial, one decked with, the Greek flag and the other with red, white and blue. All was peaceful, colourful, sentimental. The Union Jack, the Greek flag, and the Hammer and Sickle were almost evenly represented.
Seated in this cafe, I was reflecting upon the enthusiastic meeting and the promise it held of a united, new-born Greece. I thought, too, of the scene at the Acropolis where four tall, dark beauties dressed in the gay festal costumes of Macedonia, Attica, Epirus and Athens formed a tableau, holding a large Greek flag between them.
Suddenly there was a flurry in the doorway. Two men bolted in, two very frightened men, running like rats from a terrier. They rushed to the bar and crouched behind it, the humane barman consenting to hide them. Twenty or more men and women stampeded through the narrow doorway in crowd panic. Then in rushed the killers, with drawn pistols. I believe they were Communists, who had taken exception to some remarks shouted at them from the pavement as they marched past with their fists thrashing the air. This trivial insult, which would have raised a laugh in London, was to be avenged in blood. As an Englishman I was quite incapable of understanding the deadly seriousness of Greek politics. I was acutely aware, however, that to intervene would be decidedly worse than coming between a squabbling husband and wife. Nevertheless, a vision of that sagging corpse at Nimes came into my mind and Ie said, " was the first for many months when my sleep overrefused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
